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THE COTTER'S SATURDAY NIGHT. 

INSCRIBED TO ROBERT AIKEN, ESQ., OF AYR. 

'* Let not ambition mock their useful toil. 
Their homely joys, and destiny obscure ; 
Nor Grandeur hear, with a disdainful smile, 
The short but simple annals of the Poor." 

Gray. 



Y lov'd, my honour'd, much respected 
friend ! 
No mercenary bard Lis homage pays ; 
With honest pride, I scorn each selfish end : 
My dearest meed, a friend's esteem and 
praise : 
To you I sing, in simple Scottish lays, 

Tlie lowly train in life's sequestered scene ; 
The native feelings strong, the guileless ways ; 
What Aiken in a cottage would have been ; 
Ah ! though his worth unknown, far liappier 
there I ween. 
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12 FAVORITE POEMS. 

November cbill blaws loud wi' angry sugb ; 

Tbe shortening winter-day is near a close ; 
The miry beasts retreating frae the pleugh ; 

Tbe black'ning trains o' craws to their re- 
pose; 
Tbe toil-worn Cotter frae bis labour goes, 

This night bis weekly moil is at an end, 
Collects his spades, his mattocks, and bb hoes. 

Hoping tbe morn in ease and rest to spend. 
And weary, o'er tbe moor, bis course does 
bameward bend. 



At lengtb bis lonely cot appears in view. 

Beneath tbe shelter of an aged tree ; 
Tb* expectant wee-things, toddUii, stacber tbro'. 
To meet their Dad, wi' flicbterin noise au* 
glee. 
His wee bit ingle, blinkin bonnily. 
His clane beartb-stane, bis tbriftie wifie's 
smile. 
The lisping infant prattling on bis knee, 

Does a' his weary carking cares beguile. 
An' makes bim quite forget bis labour au' bis 
toil. 
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THE cotter's SATURDAY NIGHT. 13 

Belyve, the elder bairns come drapping in. 

At service out, amang the farmers roun' ; 
Some ca' the pleugh, some herd, some tentie 
rin 

A cannie errand to a neebor town : 
Their eldest hope, their Jenny, woman grown. 

In youthfu' bloom, love sparkling in her e'e. 
Comes hame, perhaps, to show a braw new 
gown. 

Or deposite her sair-won ponny-fee. 
To help her parents dear, if they in hardship be. 

Wi* joy nnfeign'd brothers and sisters meet. 

An' each for other's welfare kindly spiers : 
The social hours, swift- wing'd, unnoticed fleet ; 

Each tells the uncos that he sees or hears ; 
The parents, partial, eye their hopeful years. 

Anticipation forward points the view. 
The mother, wi' her needle an' her shears. 

Gars auld claes look amaist as weel's the 
new; 
The father mixes a' wi' admonition due. 

Tlieir master's an' their mistress's command. 
The younkers a' are warned to obey ; 
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14 FAVORITE POEMS. 

An' mind their labours wi* an eydent hand. 
An' ne'er, tho' out- o' sight, to jauk or play : 

** An', oh ! be sure to fear the Lord alway. 
An* mind your duty, duly, mom an' night ! 

Lest in temptation's path ye gang astray, 
Implore His counsel and assisting might : 

They never sought in vain that sought the 
Lord aright I" 

But, hark ! a rap comes gently to the door ; 

Jenny, wha kens the meaning o' the same. 
Tells how a ueebor lad cam o'er the moor. 

To do some errands, and convoy her hame. 
The wily mother sees the conscious flame 

Sparkle in Jenny's e'e, and flush her cheek ; 
Wi' heart-struck anxious care, inquires his 
name, 

While Jenny hafflins is afraid to speak ; 
Weel pleas'd the mother hears, it 's nae wild 
worthless rake. 

Wi' kindly welcome Jeuny brings him ben ; 
A strappan youth; he takes the mother's 
eye; 
Blythe Jenny sees the visit 's no ill ta'en; 
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THE COTTI<:r's SATURDAY NIGHT. 15 

The father cracks of horses, pleuglis, and 
kye. 
The youngster's artless heart overflows wi* joy, 
But, blate and faithfu', scarce can weel be- 
have ; 
The woman, wi' a M'^oman's wiles, can spy 
What makes the youth sae bashfu' an' sac 
grave ; 
Weel pleas'd to think her bairn's respected 
like the lave. 

happy love ! where love like this is found ! 
heart-felt raptures! bliss beyond compare! 

1 've paced much this weary, mortal round. 
And sage experience bids me this declare — 

"If Heav'n a draught of heav'nly pleasure 
spare. 
One cordial in this melancholy vale, 
'T is when a youthful, loving, modest pair. 

In other's arms breathe out the tender tale, 
Beneath the milk-white thorn that scents the 
ev'ning gale ! " 

Is there, m human form, that bears a heart — 
A wretch ! a villain ! lost to love and truth ! 
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16 FAVORITE POEMS. 

That can, with studied, sly, ensnaring art. 

Betray sweet Jenny's unsuspecting youtli ? 
Curse on bis perjur'd arts ! dissembling smootb ! 

Are bonor, virtue, conscience, all exiPd ? 
Is tbere no pity, no relenting ruth. 
Points to tbe parents fondling o'er tbeir 
cbild? 
Then paints tbe ruin'd maid, and tbeir dis- 
traction wild ! 

But now tbe supper crowns tbeir simple board, 

Tbe balesome parritcb, cbief o* Scotia's food : 
Tbe soupe tbeir only bawkie does afford, 

Tbat 'yonttbe ballan snugly cbows ber cood; 
Tbe dame brings fortli in complimental mood. 

To grace tbe lad, ber weel-bain'd kebbuck, fell. 
An' aft be 's prest, an' aft be ca's it guid ; 

The frugal wifie, garrulous, will tell 
How 't was a towmond auld, sin' lint was i' 
tbe bell. 

The cbeerfu' supper done, wi' serious face, 
Tliey, round tbe ingle, form a circle wide ; 

Tbe sire turns o'er, wi' patriarchal grace. 
The big ba'-Bible, ance bis father's pride : 

His bonnet rev'reutly is laid aside, 
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THE cotter's SATURDAY NIGHT. 17 

His lyart haffets wearing thiu au' bare ; 
Those strains that once did sweet in Zion glide. 

He wales a portion with judicious care ; 
And " Let us worship God ! '* he says, with 
solemn air. 

They chant their artless notes in simple guise ; 

They tune their hearts, by far the noblest 
aim: 
Perhaps " Dundee's " wild warbling measures 
rise, 

Or plaintive "Martyrs," worthy of the name ; 
Or noble " Elgin" beets the heav'nward flame. 

The sweetest far of Scotia's holy lays : 
Compar'd with these, Italian trills are tame; 

The tickrd ears no heart-felt raptures raise ; 
Nae unison hue they with our Creator's praise. 

The priest -like father reads the sacred page. 
How Abram was the friend of God on high ; 

Or Moses bade eternal warfare wage 
With Amalek's ungracious progeny ; 

Or bow the royal Bard did groaning lie 
Beneath the stroke of Heaven's avenging 
ire; 
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18 FAVORITE POEMS. 

Or Job's pathefic plaint, and wailing cry; 

Or rapt Isaiali*s wild, serapliic fire ; 
Or other holy seers that tune the sacred lyre. 

Perhaps the Christian volume is the theme. 
How guiltless blood for guilty man was 
shed; 
How He, who bore in Heav'n the second name. 
Had not on earth whereon to lay His head : 
How His first followers and servants sped ; 
The precepts sage they wrote to many a 
land : 
How he, who lone in Patmos banished. 
Saw in the sun a mighty angel si and ; 
And heard great Bab*Iou's doom pronounced 
by Heav'n's command. 

Then kneeling down, to Heav'n's Eternal 
King, 

The saint, the father, and the husband prays : 
Hope " springs exulting on triumphant wing," 

That thus they all shall meet in future days : 
There ever bask in uncreated rays, 

No more to sigh, or shed the bitter tear, 
Together hymning their Creator's praise. 
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THE cotter's SATURDAY NIGHT. 19 

In such society, yet still more dear ; 
Wliile circling time moves round in an eternal 
sphere. 

Compared with this, how poor Religion's pride, 

In all the pomp of method, and of art. 
When men display to congregations wide 

Devotion's ev'ry grace, except the heart ! 
The Pow'r, incens'd, the pageant will desert. 

The pompous strain, the sacerdotal stole ; 
But haply, in some cottage far apart. 

May hear, well pleas'd, the language of the 
soul ; 
And in His book of life the inmates poor 
enrol. 

Then Iiomeward all take off their sev'ral way ; 

The youngling cottagers retire to rest : 
The parent-pair their secret homage pay, 

And proffer up to Heav'ii the warm request. 
That He, who stills the raven's clam'rous nest. 

And decks tlie lily fair in flow'ry pride, 
Would, in the way His wisdom sees the best. 

For them, and for their little ones provide ; 
But chiefly, in their hearts with grace divine 
preside. 
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20 FAVORITE POBMS. 

From scenes like these old Scotia's grandeur 
springs. 
That makes her lov'd at home, rever'd 
abroad : 
Princes and lords are but the breath of kings ; 
"An honest man's the noblest work of 
God*': 
And certes, in fair virtue's heav'nly road. 

The cottage leaves the palace far behind ; 
What is a lordling's pomp ? a cumbrous load. 

Disguising oft the wretch of human kind. 
Studied in arts of hell, in wickedness refin'd ! 

Scotia ! my dear, my native soil ! 
For whom my warmest wish to Heaven is 
sent ! 
Long may thy hardy sons of rustic toil 
Be blest with health, and peace, and sweet 
content ! 
And, oh, may Heaven their simple lives prevent 

From luxury's contagion, weak and vile ! 
Then, howe'er crowns and coronets be rent, 

A virtuous populace may rise the while, 
^iid stand a wall of fire around their much- 
lov'd Isle. 
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TAM O' SHANTEB. 21 

Thou ! who pour'd the patriotic tide 

Tliat streamed thro' Wallace's undaunted 
heart ; 
Who dar'd to nobly stem tyrannic pride, 

Or nobly die, the second glorious part, 
(The patriot's God, peculiarly Thou art. 

His friend, iuspirer, guardian, and reward !) 
O never, never Scotia's realm desert ; 

But still the patriot, and the patriot-bard. 
In bright succession raise, her ornament and 
guard ! 



TAM O' SHANTEB. 



" Brownyis and of Bogilis full is this Bulce." 

Gawin Douglas. 



r HEN chapman billies leave the street. 
And drouthy neebors, neebors meet, 
As market-days are wearing late. 
An' folk begin to tak the gate ; 
While we sit bousing at the nappy. 
An' getting fou and unco happy. 
We thinkna on the laug Scots miles. 
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22 FAVORITE POEMS. 

Tlie mosses, waters, slaps, and stiles. 
That lie between us and our liame, 
Whare sits our sulky sullen dame, 
Gath'ring her brows like gat h' ring storm. 
Nursing her wrath to keep it warm. 

This truth fand honest Tarn o* Shanter, 
As he frae Ayr ae night did canter 
(Auld Ayr, wham ne*er a town surpasses^ 
lur honest men and bonuie lasses). 

O Tam ! hadst thou but been sae wise, 
As ta'en thy ain wife Kate*s advice ! 
She tauld thee weel thou wast a skellum, 
A blethering, blustering, drunken blellum ; 
That frae November till October, 
Ae market-day thou was nae sober ; 
That ilka melder, wi* the miller, 
Tiiou sat as lang as thou had siller; 
That ev'ry naig was ca'd a shoe on. 
The smith and thee gat roaring fou on ; 
That at the Lord's house, ev*n on Sunday, 
Thou drank wi' Kirkton Jean till Monday. 
She prophesy'd that, late or soon, 
Thou would be found deep drown'd in Doon; 
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TAM O* SHANTER. 23 

Or catcli'd wi' warlocks i' the mirk, 
By Allowaj's auld haunted kirk. 

Ah, gentle dames ! it gars me greet. 
To think how mony counsels sweet, 
How mony lengthen' d, sage advices. 
The husband frae the wife despises ! 



But to our tale : Ae market night. 
Tarn had got planted unco right ; 
East by an ingle, bleezing finely, 
Wi' reaming swats, that drank divinely ; 
And at his elbow, Souter Johnny, 
His ancient, trusty, drouthy crony ; 
Tam lo'ed him like a vera brither ; 
They had been fou for weeks thegither. 
The night drave on wi' sangs and clatter ; 
And ay the ale was growing better : 
The landlady and Tam grew gracious, 
Wi' favours, secret, sweet, and precious : 
The souter tauld his queerest stories ; 
The landlord's laugh was ready chorus : 
The storm without might rair and rustle, 
Tam did na mind the storm a whistle. 
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24 FAVORITE POEMS. 

Care, mad to see a mau sae bappj, 
E*en drowned himself amang the nappj ! 
As bees flee hame wi' lades o' treasure, 
The minutes wing*d their way wi' pleasure : 
Kings may be blest, but Tarn was glorious. 
O'er a' the ills o' life victorious ! 



But pleasures are like poppies spread. 
You seize the flow'r, its bloom is shed ; 
Or like the snow falls in the river, 
A moment white — then melts for ever ; 
Or like the borealis race. 
That flit ere you can point their place ; 
Or like the rainbow's lovely form 
Evanishing amid the storm. 
Nae man can tether time or tide ; — 
The hour approaches Tam maun ride ; 
That hour, o* night's black arch the key-staue, 
That dreary hour he mounts his beast in; 
And sic a night he taks the road in. 
As ne'er poor sinner was abroad in. 

The wind blew as 't wad blawn its last j 
The rattling show'rs rose on the blast ; 
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TAM O' SHANTER. 25 

The speedy gleams the darkness swallow'd ; 
Loud, deep, and lang, the thunder bellow M : 
Tiiat night, a child ftiight understand. 
The Deil had business on his hand. 

Weel mounted on his gray mare, Meg, 
A better never lifted leg. 
Tarn skelpit on thro' dub and mire, 
Despising wind, and rain, and tire ; 
Whiles holding fast his gude blue bonnet ; 
Whiles crooning o'er some auld Scots sonnet ; 
Whiles glow'ring round wi' prudent cares, 
Lest bogles catch him unawares ; 
Kirk Alloway was drawing nigh, 
Whare ghaists and houlets nightly cry. 

By this time he was cross the ford, 
Whare in the snaw the chapman smoor'd ; 
And past the birks and meikle stane, 
Whare drunken Charlie brak 's neck -bane ; 
And thro' the whins, and by the cairn, 
Whare hunters fand the murder'd bairn ; 
And near the thorn, aboon the well, 
Whare Mungo's mither hang'd hersel. 
Before him Doon pours all his floods ; 
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26 FAVORITE POEMS. 

The doubling stonn roars thro' the woods ; 
The lightnings flash from pole to pole; 
Near and more near tlie thunders roll : 
When, glimmering thro' the groaning trees. 
Kirk Alloway seem'd in a bleeze ; 
Thro* ilka bore the beams were glancing; 
And loud resounded mirth and dancing. 

Inspiring bold John Barleycorn ! 
What dangers thou canst make us scorn ! 
Wi' tippenny, we fear nae evil ; 
Wi' usquebae, we '11 face the Devil ! 
The swats sae ream'd in Tammie's noddle, 
Fair play, he car'd na deils a boddle. 
But Maggie stood right sair astonish'd. 
Till, by the heel and hand admonish'd, 
She ventured forward on the light ; 
And, wow I Tam saw an unco sight ! 
Warlocks and witches in a dance ; 
Nae cotillion brent new frae France, 
But hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys, and reels. 
Put life and mettle in their beds. 
At winnock-bunker in the east, 
There sat auld Nick, in shape o' heasi ; 
A towzie tyke, black, grim, and large. 
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TAM O* SHANTER. 29 

To gie them music was Lis charge : 
He screw'd the pipes and gart them skirl. 
Till roof aud rafters a' did dirl, — 
Coffins stood round, like open presses. 
That shaw'd the dead in their last dresses ; 
And by some devilish cantrip slight 
Each in its cauld hand held a light, — 
By which heroic Tam was able 
To note upon the haly table, 
A murderer's banes in gibbet aims ; 
Twa span-lang, wee, unchristen*d bairns ; 
A thief, new-cutted frae a rape, 
Wi' his lust gasp his gab did gape ; 
Five tomahawks, wi* blude red rusted ; 
Five scymitars, wi' murder crusted ; 
A garter, which a babe had strangled ; 
A knife, a father's throat had mangled. 
Whom his ain son o' life bereft. 
The gray hairs yet stack to the heft ; 
Wi' mair o' horrible and awfu*. 
Which ev'n to name wad be unlawfu*. 

As Tammie glowr'd, amaz'd and curious. 
The mirth and fun grew fast and furious : 
The piper loud and louder blew ; 
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30 FAVORITE POEMS. 

The dancers quick and quicker flew ; 

They reeFd, they set, they crossed, they cleekit, 

Till ilka carlin swat and reekit, 

And coost her duddies tu the wark^ 

And linket at it in her sark ! 

Now Tam, Tarn ! had thae been queans 
A* plump and strapping in their teens ; 
Their sarks, instead o' creeshie flannen, 
Been suaw-white seventeen-hunder linuen ; 
Thir breeks o' mine, my only pair. 
That ance were plush, o' gude blue hair, 
I wad hae gi*en them off my hurdies. 
For ae blink o* the bonuie burdies ! 

But withered beldams, auld and droll, 
Bigwoodie hags, wad spean a foal, 
Lowping and flinging on a crummock, 
I wonder didua turn thy stomach. 

But Tam kend what was what fu* brawlie, 
** There was ae winsome wench and walie," 
That night enlisted in the core, 
(Lang after kend on Carrick shore ; 
For mony a beast to dead she shot. 
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TAM O* SHANTER. 31 

And perish'd mony a bonnie boat, 

Aud shook baith meikle corn and bear. 

And kept the country-side in fear,) 

Her cutty sark, o' Paisley harn. 

That, while a lassie, she had worn, 

In longitude tho' sorely scanty. 

It was her best, and she was vauntie. — 

Ah ! little kend thy reverend grannie. 

That sark she coft for her wee Nannie, 

Wi* twa pund Scots, ('t was a* her riches,) 

Wad ever graced a dance of witches ! 

But here my muse lier wing maun cour ; 
Sic flights are far beyond her pow'r ; 
To sing how Nannie lap and flang 
(A souple jade she was, and Strang), 
Aiid how Tarn stood, like ane bewitch'd. 
And thought his very e*en enrich'd ; 
Even Satan gl()wr*d, and fidg*d fu' fain. 
And hotch'd and blew wi' might and main : 
Till first ae caper, syne anither, 
Tam tint his reason a' thegither, 
And roars out, " Weel done, Cutty-sark 1 " 
And in an instant all was dark ; 
And scarcely had he Maggie i-allied. 
When out the hellish legion sallied. 
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32 FAVORITE POEMS. 

As bees bizz out wi' angry fyke, 
When plundering herds assail their byke ; 
As open pussie's mortal foes. 
When, pop I she starts before their nose ; 
As eager runs the market -crowd, 
When, " Catch the thief! " resounds aloud ; 
So Maggie runs, the witches follow, 
Wi* mouie an eldritch skreech and hollow. 

Ah, Tam 1 ah, Tam ! thou '11 get thy fairin 1 
In hell they 'II roast thee like a herrin ! 
In vain thy Kate awaits thy comin ! 
Kate soon will be a woefu* woman ! 
Now, do thy speedy utmost, Meg, 
And win the key-stane of the brig ; 
There at them tliou thy tail may toss, 
A running stream they dare na cross. 
But ere the key-stane she could make. 
The fient a tail she had to shake ! 
For Nannie, far before the rest. 
Hard upon noble Maggie prest. 
And flew at Tam wi' furious ettle ; 
But little wist she Maggie's mettle — 
Ae spring brought off her master hale. 
But left behind her ain gray tail : 
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ADDRESS TO THE DEIL. 33 

Tlie carin c'a'iglit Iier by the rump. 
And left poor Maggie scarce a stump. 

Now, wha this tale o' truth sliall read, 
Ilk man and mother's sou, tak heed ; 
Whene'er to drink you are incliu'd. 
Or cutty-sarks run in your mind, 
Think, ye may buy the joys o'er dear. 
Remember Tarn o* Shantei-'s mare. 



ADDRESS TO THE DEIIi. 

•: O Prince ! Chief of many throned pow*rg. 
That led th' embattled Seraphim to war." 

Milton. 



M 



THOU ! whatever title suit thee, 
Auld Hornie, Satan, Nick, or Clootie, 
Wha in yon cavern grim an' sootie, 
Closed under hatches, 
Spairges about the brunstane cootie. 
To scaud poor wretches. 

Hear me, auld Han<?ie, for a wee. 
An' let poor damned bodies be ; 
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I 'm sure sma' pleasure it can gie, 

Ev'n to a deil. 
To skelp an' scaud poor dogs like me. 

An' hear us squeell 

Great is tliy pow'r, an' great thy fame ; 
Far kend an' noted is thy name ; 
An' tho' yon lowin heugh 's thy hame, 

Thou travels far ; 
An', faith ! thou 's neither lag nor lame. 

Nor blate nor scaur. 

Wliyles, ranging like a roarin lion, 
For prey a' holes an' corners tryin ; 
Whyles on the strong- wing'd tempest fly in, 

Tirlin the kirks ; 
Whyles in the human bosom pryiu, 

Unseen thou lurks. 

I 've heard my reverend Grannie say. 
In lanely glens ye like to stray ; 
Or where auld ruin'd castles, gray. 

Nod to the moon, 
Ye fright the nightly wand'rer's way, 

Wi' eldritch croon. 
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When twilight did my Grannie summon. 
To say her pray'rs, douce, honest woman ! 
Aft yont the dyke she 's heard you bummiu, 

Wi' eerie drone ; 
Or, rustlin, thro' the boortries comin, 

Wi' heavy groan. 

Ae dreary, windy, winter night. 

The stars shot down wi* sklentin light, 

Wi' you, mysel, I gat a fright, 

Ayont the lough ; 
Ye, like a rash-bush, stood in sight, 

Wi* waving sugh. 

The cudgel in my nieve did shake. 
Each bristrd hair stood like a stake. 
When wi' an eldritch stoor, quaick, quaick, 

Amang the springs, 
Awa ye squatter'd, like a drake. 

On whistling wings. 

Let warlocks grim, an* wither'd hags. 
Tell how wi* yon on ragweed nags. 
They skim the muirs, an' dizzy crags, 
Wi' wicked speed; 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



56 FAVORITE POEMS. 

And in kirk -yards renew their leagues, ^ 
Owre howkil dead. 



When thowes dissolve the snawj hoord. 
An' float the jingliu' icy-boord, 
Then water-kelpies haunt the foord. 

By your direction, 
An' nighted travelers are allur'd 

To their destruction. 



An' aft your moss-traversing spunk ies 
Decoy the wight that late an' drunk is : 
The bleezin, curst, mischievous monkies 

Delude his eyes, 
Till in some miry slough he sunk is. 

Ne'er mair to rise. 



When masons' mystic word an' grip. 
In storms an' tempests raise you up. 
Some cock or cat your rage maun stop, 

Or, strange to tell ! 
The youngest Brother ye wad whip 

Aff straught to hell. 
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Lang syne, in Eden's bonnie yard, 
When youthfu* lovers first were pair'd. 
An' all the soul of love they sbar'd. 

The raptur'd hour, 
Sweet on the fragrant, flow'ry swaird, 

In shady bow'r : 

Then you, ye auld, snec-drawing dog ! 

Ye came to Paradise incog. 

An* play'd on man a cursed brogue, 

(Black be you fa !) 
An* gied the infant warld a shog, 
'Maist ruiu*d a*. 
♦ ♦ ♦ 

Bat a* your doings to rehearse. 
Your wily snares an' fechtin fierce. 
Sin' that day Michael did you pierce, 

Down to this time. 
Wad ding a' Lallan tongue, or Erse, 
In prose or rhyme. 

But, fare you weel, auld Nickie-ben ! 
O wad ye tak a thought an' men' ! 
Ye aiblins might — I dinna ken — 
Still hae a stake — 
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I *m wae to think upo* ypn den, 
Ev'n for your sake ! 



ADDBESS TO THE UNCO GUID, OB 
THE BIGIDIiY BIGHTEOUS. 

My ^n, these maxims make a rule, 

And lump them aye thegither j 
The Rigid Righteous is a tool, 

The Rigid Wise anither : 
The cleanest corn that e'er was dight 

May hae some pyles o' caff in ; 
So ne'er a fellow-creature slight 

For random fits o' dafiin. 

Solomon, Eccles, vii 16. 



YE wha are sae guid yoursel, 

Sae pious and sae holy. 
Ye 've nought to do but mark and tell 
Your neebour's fauts and folly ! 
Whase life is like a weel-gaun mill, 

Supply'd wi' store o' water. 
The heapet happer's ebbing still. 
And still the clap plays clatter. 

Hear me, ye venerable Core, 
As counsel for poor mortals, 
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That frequent pass douce Wisdom's door. 

For glaikit FoUj's portals ; 
I, for their thoughtless, careless sakes. 

Would liere propone defences. 
Their donsie tricks, their black mistakes, 

Their failings and mischances. 

Ye see your state wi* theirs compar'd 

And shudder at the niffer. 
But cast a moment's fair regard, 

What maks the mighty diflfer P 
Discount what scant occasion gave 

That purity ye pride in. 
And (what 's aft mair than a' the lave) 

Your better art o' hidiu'. 



Think, when your castigated pulse 

Gies now and then a wallop, 
What raging must his veins convulse. 

That still eternal gallop : 
Wi' wind and tide fair i' your tail. 

Right on ye scud your sea-way : 
But in the teeth o' baith to sail. 

It niaks an unco leeway. 
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See Social life and Glee sit down. 

All joyous and unthinking. 
Till, quite transmugrified, they 're grown 

Debauchery and Drinkiug : 
O would they stay to calculate 

Th' eternal consequences ; 
Or your more dreaded hell to state, 

Damnation of expenses 1 

Ye high, exalted, virtuous Dames, 

Ty'd up in godly laces. 
Before ye gie poor Frailty names. 

Suppose a cliange o* cases ; 
A dear lov'd lad, convenience snug, 

A treacherous inclination — 
But let me whisper i' your lug. 

Ye 're aiblins nae temptation. 

Then gently scan your brother Man, 
Still gentler sister Woman ; 

Tho' they may gang a kennie wrang. 
To step aside is human : 

One point must still be greatly dark. 
The moving Why they do it ; 
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And just as lamely can ye mark 
How far perhaps they rue it. 

Wlio made the heart, 't is He alone 

Decidedly can try us, 
He knows each chord — its various tone, 

Each spring — its various bias : 
Then at the balance let 's be mute. 

We never can adjust it ; 
What 's done we partly may compute. 

But know not what *s resisted. 



TO A MOUSE, 

ON TURNING HER UP IN HER NEST, WITH THE 
PLOUGH, NOVEMBER, 1786. 



EE, sleekit, cowrin, tim'rous beastie, 
O, what a panic 's in thy breastie ! 
Thou need na start awa sac hasty, 
Wi* bickering brattle ! 
I wad be laith to rin an' chase thee, 
Wi* murdering pattle ! 

I 'm tnily sorry man's dominion 
Has broken Nature's social union. 
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An' justifies that ill opinion, 

Which makes thee startle 

At me, thy poor, earth-born companion. 
An* fellow-mortal I 

I doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieve ; 
What then ? poor beastie, thou maun live ! 
A daimen-icker in a thrave 

'S a sma' request : 
I '11 get a blessin wi' tlie lave, 

Aud never miss 't ! 

Thy wee bit housie, too, in ruin ! 
Its silly wa's the win's are strewin ! 
An' naething, now, to big a new one, 

O* foggage green ! 
An' bleak December's winds ensuin, 

Baith snell an' keen 1 

Thou saw the fields laid bare an* waste. 
An' weary winter comin fast, 
An' cozie here, beneath the blast. 

Thou thought to dwell. 
Till, ci-ash ! the cruel coulter past 

Out thro' thy cell. 
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That wee bit lieap o* leaves an' stibble 
Has cost thee mony a weary nibble I 
Now thou's tum*d out, for a* thy trouble. 

But house or hald, • 
To thole the winter's sleety dribble. 

An' cranreuch cauld ! 

But, Mousie, thou art no thy lane. 
In proving foresight may be vain : 
The best-laid schemes o' mice an' men. 

Gang aft a-gley. 
An' lea'e ns nought but grief and pain. 

For promis'd joy. 

Still thou art blest, compar'd wi' me ! 
The present only touchetb thee : 
But, Och 1 1 backward cast my e'e 

On prospects drear ! 
An* forward, tho' I canna see, 

I guess an' fear 1 
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A WINTER NIGHT. 

''' Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er you are. 
That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm ! 
How shall your houseless heads, and unfed sides. 
Your loop'd and window'd raggedness, defend you 
From seasons such as these ? " 

Shakespkabs. 



'HEN biting Boreas, fell and doure, 
Sharp shivers thro' the leafless bow'r ; 
When Phoebus gies a short-liv'd 
glow'r, 
Far south the lift, 
Dim-dark*ning thro' tbe flaky show*r. 
Or whirling drift : 

Ae night the storm the steeples rocked. 
Poor labour sweet in sleep was locked. 
While burns, wi* snawy wreeths upchoked 

Wild-eddying swirl, 
Or thro' the mining outlet bocked, 

Down headlong hurl. 

Listening the doors an* winnocks rattle, 
I thought me on the ourie cattle. 
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Or silly slieep, wha bide this brattle 

O* winter war. 
And thro' the drift, deep-lairing, sprattle. 

Beneath a scar. 

Ilk happing bird, wee, helpless thing 
That, in the merry months o* spring. 
Delighted me to hear thee sing. 

What comes o* thee ? 
Whare wilt thou cow'r thy chittermg wing. 

An' close thy e'e ? 

Ev'n you on murd'ring errands toil'd. 

Lone from your savage homes exil'd. 

The blood-stain'd roost, and sheep-cote spoil'd. 

My heart forgets. 
While pityless the tempest wild 

Sore on you beats. 

Now Phccbe, in her midnight reign, 
Dark muffl'd, view'd the dreary plain : 
Still crowding thoughts, a pensive train. 

Rose in my soul. 
When on my ear this plaintive strain. 

Slow, solemn, stole — 
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" Blow, blow, ye winds, with heavier gust ! 
And freeze, thou bitter-biting frost ! 
Descend, ye chilly, smothering snows ! 
Not all your rage, as now united, shows 
More hard unkindness, unrelenting. 
Vengeful malice, unrepenting, 
Than heav'n-illumin'd man on brother man 
bestows ! 
See stem Oppression's iron grip. 
Or mad Ambition's gory hand, 
Sending, like blood-hounds from the slip. 
Woe, want, and murder o'er a land ! ' 
Ev'n in the peaceful rural vale, 
Truth, weeping, tells the mournful tale, 
How pamper'd Luxury, Elatt'ry by her side. 
The parasite empoisoning her ear. 
With all the" servile wretches in the rear. 
Looks o'er proud property, extended wide ; 
And eyes the simple rustic hind. 

Whose toil upholds the glitt'ring show, 
A creature of another kind. 
Some coarser substance, unrefin'd, 
Plac'd for her lordly use thus far, thus vile, 
below ! 
Where, where is Love's fond, tender throe. 
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With lordly Honour's lofty bmw. 
The pow'rs you proudly own ? 
Is there, beneath Love's noble name, 
Can harbour, dark, the selfish aim. 

To bless himself alone ! 
Mark maiden-innocence a prey 

To love-pretending snares. 
This boasted Honour turns away, 
Shunning soft Pity's rising sway. 
Regardless of the tears, and unavailing pray'rs ! 
Perhaps, this hour, in misery's squalid nest 
She strains your infant to her joyless breast, 
And with a mother's fears shrinks at the rock- 
ing blast ! 
O ye ! who, sunk in beds of down. 
Feel not a want but what yourselves create. 
Think, for a moment, on his wretched fate. 
Whom friends and fortune quite disown I 
Ill-satisfied keen nature's clam'rous call, 
Stretch'd on his straw he lays himself to 
sleep. 
While thro* the ragged roof and chinky wall. 
Chill o'er his slumbers, piles the drifty 

heap ! 
Think on the dungeon's grim confine. 
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Where Guilt and poor Misfortune pine ! 
Guilt, erring man, relenting view ! 
But siiall tby legal rage pursue 
The wretch, already crusiied low 
By cruel Fortune's undeserved blow ? 

Affliction's sous are brothers in distress ; 

A brother to relieve, how exquisite the bliss ! ' 

I heard nae mair, for Chanticleer 

Shook off the pouthery snaw. 
And hail'd the morning with a cheer, 

A cottage-rousing craw. 

But deep this truth impress'd my mind — 

Thro' all His works abroad. 
The lieart benevolent and kind 

The most resembles God. 
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WINTER. 



HE wintry west extends Lis blast, 

And hail and rain does blaw ; 
Or the stormy north sends driving forth 
The blinding sleet and suaw : 
While, tumbling brown, the burn comes down. 

And roars frae bank to brae ; 

And bird and beast in covert rest. 

And pass the heartless day. 

" The sweeping blast, the sky overcast,** 

The joyless winter-day. 
Let others fear, to me more dear 

Than all the pride of May : 
The tempest's howl, it soothes my soul. 

My griefs it seems to join : 
The leafless trees my fancy please. 

Their fate resembles mine 1 

Thou Pow'r Supreme, whose mighty scheme 

These woes of mine fulfil. 
Here, firm, I rest, they must be best. 

Because they are Thy will 1 
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Then all I want (O, do thou grant 
This one request of mine I) 

Since to enjoy thou dost deny. 
Assist me to resign. 



MAN "WAS MADE TO MOURN. 



HEN chill November's surly blast 
Made fields and forests bare. 
One evening, as I wander'd forth 
Along the banks of Ayr, 
I spy'd a man, whose aged step 

Seem'd weary, worn with care ; 
His face was furrow'd o'er with years. 
And hoary was his hair. 

Young stranger, whither wand'rest thou? 

Began the rev' rend sage ; 
. Does thirst of wealth thy step constrain. 

Or youthful pleasure's rage ? 
Or, haply, prest with cares and woes. 

Too soon thou hast began 
To wander forth, with me, to mourn 

The miseries of Man. 
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The sun that overhangs yon moors. 

Outspreading far and wide, 
Where hundreds labour to support 

A haughty lordling's pride ; 
I 've seen yon weary winter-sun 

Twice forty times return ; 
And ev'ry time has added proofs 

That Man was made to mourn. 



O man ! while in thy early years, 

How prodigal of time ! 
Mis-spending all thy precious hours. 

Thy glorious youthful prime ! 
Alternate follies take the sway ; 

Licentious passions burn ; 
Which tenfold force give nature's law. 

That Man was made to mourn. 

Look not alone on youthful prime, 
Or manhood's active might ; 

Man then is useful to his kind. 
Supported is his right. 

But see him on the edge of life. 
With cares and sorrows worn ; 
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Then age and want, O, ill-match*d pair ! 
Show Man was made to mourn. 

A few seem favourites of fate, 

In pleasure's lap carest ; 
Yet, think not all the rich and great 

Are likewise truly blest. 
But, oh ! what crowds in ev'ry land 

Are wretched and forlorn. 
Thro* weary life this lesson learn. 

That Man was made to mourn. 

Many and sharp the num'rous ills 

Inwoven with our frame ! 
More pointed still we make ourselves. 

Regret, remorse, and shame ! 
And man, whose heav'n-erected face 

The smiles of love adorn, 
Man*s inhumanity to man 

Makes countless thousands mourn ! 

See yonder poor, o'erlabour'd wight. 

So abject, mean, and vile. 
Who begs a brother of the earth 

To give him leave to toil ; 
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And see Lis lordly fellow-worm 

The poor petition spurn. 
Unmindful, tbo' a weeping wife 

And helpless offspring mourn. 

If I 'm designed yon lordling's slave — 

By Nature's law designed, — 
Why was an independent wish 

E'er planted in my mind ? 
If not, why am I subject to 

His cruelty or scorn ? 
Or why has man the will and pow'r 

To make his fellow mourn ? 

Yet, let not this too much, my son, 

Disturb thy youthful breast : 
This partial view of human kind 

Is surely not the last ! 
The poor, oppressed, honest man ' 

Had never, sure, been bom. 
Had there not been some recompense 

To comfort those that mourn ! 

death I the poor man's dearest friend. 
The kindest and the best 1 
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Welcome the hour my aged limbs 
Are laid with thee at rest ! 

The great, the wealthy, fear thy blow 
From pomp and pleasure torn; 

But, oh ! a blest reUef to those 
That weary -laden mourn ! 



TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY, 

ON TURNING ONE DOWN WITH THE PLOUGH, IN 
APRIL, 1786. 



EE, modest, crimson-tipped flow'r. 
Thou 's met me in an evil hour ; 
For I mauu crush amang the stoure 
Tliy slender stem : 
To spare thee now is past my pow'r. 
Thou bonnie gem. 

Alas ! it 's no thy neebor sweet. 
The bonnie Lark, companion meet 1 
Bending thee 'mang the dewy weet 1 
Wi' spreckl'd breast. 
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When Tipward-sprmging, blythe, to greet 
The purpling east. 

Cauld blew the bitter-bitiug north 
Upon thy early, humble birth ; 
Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth 

Amid the storm, 
Scarce rear'd above thy pareut-earth 

Thy tender form. 

The flaunting flow*rs our gardens yield 
High sheltering woods and wa's maun shield. 
But thou beneath the random bield 

0' clod, or stane. 
Adorns the histie stibble-field. 

Unseen, alane. 

There, in thy scanty mantle clad, 
Tliy suawy bosom sunward spread. 
Thou lifts thy unassuming head 

In humble guise ; 
But now the share uptears thy bed. 

And low thou lies ! 

Such is the fate of artless Maid, 
Sweet flow'ret of the rural shade ! 
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By love's simplicity betray'd. 

And guileless trust, 

Till she, like thee, all soil'd, is laid 
Low i* the dust. 

Such is the fate of simple Bard, 

On life's rough ocean luckless starr'd ! 

Unskilful he to note the card 

Of prudent lore. 
Till billows rage, and gales blow bard. 

And whelm him o'er ! 

Such fate to suiTeriiig worth is giv'n. 
Who long with wants and woes has striv'n. 
By human pride or cunning driv'n 

To mis'ry's brink. 
Till, wrench'd of ev'ry stay but Heav'n, 

He, ruin'd, sink ! 

Ev'n thou who mourn'st the Daisy's fate. 
That fate is thine — no distant date ; 
Stem Ruin's ploughshare drives, elate. 

Full on thy bloom. 
Till crush'd beneath the furrow's weight 

Shall be thy doom ! 
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EPISTLE TO A YOUNO FBIEND/ 

MAY, 1786. 

LANG hae t bought, my youthfu' 
friend, 
A sonietliing to have sent you, 
Tho' it should serve nae ither end 

Than just a kind memento ; 
But how the subject-theme may gang. 

Let time and chance determine ; 
Perhaps, it may turn out a sang, 
Perhaps turn out a sermon. 

Ye '11 try the world soon, niy lad. 

And Andrew dear, believe me. 
Ye '11 find mankind an unco squad. 

And muckle they may grieve ye : 
Por care and trouble set your thought, 

Ev'n when your end 's attained ; 
And a' your views may come to nought. 

Where ev'ry nerve is strained. 

• Andrew Aiken, of Ayr, son of the friend to wliom 
Burns inscribed *' The Cotter's Saturday Night." 
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I *ll no say, men are villains a' : 

The real, hardened wicked, 
Wlia Iiae nae check but human law, 

Are to a few restricked ; 
But, Och ! maukind are unco weak. 

An' little to be trusted ; 
If self the wavering balance shake, 

It 's rarely riglit adjusted ! 

Yet they wha fa' in fortune's strife. 
Their fate we should na censure, 

For still th' important end of life 
They equally may answer ; 

A man may hae an honest heart, 
Tho' poortith hourly stare him ; 
A man may tak a neebor's part. 

Yet hae nae cash to spare him. 

Aye free, aff-han' your story tell. 

When wi' a bosom crony ; ' 
But still keep something to yoursel 

Ye scarcely tell to ony. 
Conceal yoursel as weel 's ye can 

Frae critical dissection ; 
But keek thro' ev'ry other man, 

Wi' sharpen'd, sly inspection. 
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Tlie sacred lowe o' weel-plac'd love. 

Luxuriantly indulge it ; 
But never tempt tb' illicit rove, 

Tho* naething should divulge it ; 
I wave tbe quantum o' the sin. 

The hazard o' concealing ; 
But Och ! it hardens a' within. 

And petrifies the feeling ! 

To catch dame Fortune's golden smile, 

Assiduous wait upon ber ; 
And gather gear by ev'ry wile 

That 's justify'd by honour; 
Not for to hide it in a hedge, 

Nor for a train attendant ; 
But for the glorious privilege 

Of being independent. 

The fear o' hell 's a hangman's whip. 

To baud the wretch in order ; 
But where ye feel your honour grip. 

Let that aye be your border ; 
Its slightest touches, instant pause — 

Debar a' side pretences ; 
And resolutely keep its laws. 

Uncaring consequences. 

Digitized by Google 



64 FAVORITE POEMS. 

The great Creator to revere. 
Must sure become the creature ; 

But still the preaching cant forbear. 
And ev*n the rigid feature ; 

Yet ne'er with wits profane to range. 
Be complaisallce extended ; 

An Atheist-laugh 's a poor exchange 
Eor Deity offended ! 

When ranting round in pleasure's ring, 

ReUgion may be blinded ; 
Or, if she gie a random sting. 

It may be a little minded ; 
But when on life we 're tempest-driv'n, 

A conscience but a canker — 
A correspondence fix'd wi' Heaven 

Is sure a noble anchor ! 

Adieu, dear, amiable Youth ! 

Your heart can ne'er be wanting ! 
May prudence, fortitude, and truth. 

Erect your brow undauntiiig 1 
In ploughman phrase, "God send you speed," 

Still daily to grow wiser ; 
And may you better reck the rede. 

Than ever did th' Adviser ! 
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EIiEGT ON CAPTAIN MATTHEW 
HENDEBSON, 

A GENTLEMAN WHO HELD THE PATENT FOR HIS 
H0N0UE8 IMMEDIATELY FROM ALMIGHTY GOD. 



But now his radiant oonne is run. 
For Matthew's course was bright : 

His soul was like the glorious sun, 
A matchless, Heav'nly Light. 



M 



DEATH ! thou tyrant fell and bloody ! 
The meikle devil wi' a woodie 
Haurl thee harae to his black smiddie. 
O'er hurcheon hides. 
And like stock-fish come o'er his studdie 
Wi' thy auld sides ! 

He 's gane, he 's gane ! he *s frae ns torn. 
The ae best fellow e'er was bom ! 
Thee, Matthew, Nature's sel shall mourn 

By wood and wild. 
Where, haply. Pity strays forlorn, 

Erae man exil'd. 
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Ye bills, near neebors o' tbe stams, 
Tbat proudly cock your cresting cairns ! 
^ Ye cliffs, tbe baunts of sailing yearns, 

Wbere ecbo slumbers ! 
Come join, ye Nature's sturdiest bairns. 

My wailing numbers ! 

Mourn, ilka grove tbe cusbat kens ! 
Ye baz'lly sbaws and briery dens I 
Ye bumies, wimplin down your glens, 

Wi* toddliu din. 
Or foaming Strang, wi' basty stens, 

Frae lin to lin. 

Mourn, little barebells o'er tbe lea ; • 
Ye stately foxgloves fair to see ; 
Ye woodbmes banging bonnilie. 

In scented bow'rs ; 
Ye roses on your tborny tree, 

Tbe first o' flow'rs. 

At dawn, wben ev'ry grassy blade 
Droops witb a diamond at bis bead. 
At ev'n, wben beans their fragrance sbed, 
r tb' rustling gale, . 
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Te maukins wLiddin thro' the glade. 
Come join my wail. 

Mourn, ye wee songsters o' the wood ; 
Ye grouse that crap the heather-bud ; 
Ye curlews calling thro* a clud ; 

Ye whistling plover ; 
And mourn, ye whirring paitrick brood : 

He 's gane for ever ! 

Mourn, sooty coots, and speckled teals. 
Ye fisher herons, watching eels ; 
Ye duck and drake, wi* airy wheels 

Circling the lake ; 
Ye bitterns, till the quagmire reels, 

Bair for his sake. 

Mourn, clam'ring craiks at close o* day, 
'Mang fields o' fiow'ring claver gay ; 
And when ye wing your annual way 

Frae our cauld shore. 
Tell thae far warlds, wha lies in clay. 

Wham we deplore. 

Ye houlets, frae your ivy bow'r. 
In some auld tree, or eldritch tow'r, 
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What time the moon, wi' silent gloVr, 

Sets up her horn. 
Wail thro' the dreary midnight hour 

Till waukrife mom 1 

O rivers, forests, hills, and plains ! 
Oft have ye heard my canty strains ; 
But now, what else for me remains 

But tales of woe ; 
And frae my een the drapping rains 

Maun ever flow. 

Mourn, Spring, thou darling of the year ! 
Dk cowslip cup shall kep a tear : 
Thou, Simmer, while each corry spear 

Shoots up its head. 
Thy gay, green, flow'ry tresses shear 

For him that 's dead ! 

Thou, Autumn, wi* thy yellow hair. 
In grief thy sallow mantle tear! 
Thou, Wiuter, hurling thro' the air 

The roaring blast. 
Wide o'er the naked world declare 

The worth we 've lost I 
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Mourn bim, thou Sun, great source of light I 
Mourn, Empress of the silent night ! 
And you, ye twinkling starnies bright. 

My Matthew mourn I 
For through your orbs he 's ta'en his flight. 

Ne'er to return. 

Henderson ! the man ! the brother ! 
And art thou gone, and gone for ever ! 
And hast thou crost that unknown river. 

Life's dreary bound 1 
Like thee, where shall I find another. 

The world around P 

Go to your sculptur'd tombs, ye Great, 
In a' the tinsel trash o' state I 
But by thy honest turf I 'U wait. 

Thou man of worth ! 
And weep the ae best fellow's fate 

E'er lay in earth. 
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IiAlCBNT OF MABY. QUSEK Ol" 
SCOTS. 

ON THB APPBOACH OF SPBINO. 

OW Nature hangs her mantle green 

On every blooming tree. 
And sj^reads her sheets o' daisies white 
Out owre the grassy lea : 
Now Phoebus cheers the crystal streams. 

And glads the azure skies ; 
But nought can glad the weary wight 
That fast in durance lies. 

Now lav' rocks wake the merry morn. 

Aloft on dewy wing ; 
The merle, in his noontide bow*r. 

Makes woodland echoes ring ; 
The mavis mild, wi' many a note. 

Sings drowsy day to rest : 
In love and freedom they rejoice, 

Wi' care nor thrall opprest. 

Now blooms the lily by the bank, 
The primrose down the brae ; 
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The hawthorn 's budding in the glen, 

And milk-white is the slae: 
The meanest hind in fair Scotland 

May rove their sweets amang : 
But I, tlie Queen of a' Scotland, 

Maun lie in prison Strang. 

I was the Queen o' bonnie France, 

Where happy I hae been, 
Fu* lightly rase I in the morn, 

As blythe lay down at e'en : 
And I *m the sov'reign of Scotland, 

And mony a traitor there ; 
Yet here I lie in foreign bands, 

And never-ending care. 

But as for thee, thou false woman. 

My sister and my fae, 
Grim vengeance, yet, shall whet a sword 

That thro* thy soul shall gae : 
The weeping blood in woman's breast 

Was never known to thee ; 
Nor th' balm that draps on wounds of woe 

Frae woman's pitying e'e. 
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My son ! my sou I may kinder stars 

Upon tby fortune sbine ; 
And may those pleasures gild thy reign, 

Tliat ne'er wad blink on mine ! 
God keep thee frae thy mother's faes, 

Or turn their lieai*ts to thee ; 
And where thou meet'st tby mother's friend. 

Remember him for me ! 

Oh ! soon, to me, may summer suns 

Nae mair light up the mom 1 • 
Nae mair, to me, the autumn winds 

Wave o'er the yellow corn ! 
And in the narrow house o' death 

Let winter round me rave ; 
And the next flow'rs, that deck the spring, 

Bloom on my peaceful grave I 



LAMENT FOR JAMES, EABIi OF 
GIiENCAIIlN. 



HE wind blew hollow frae the bills, . 
By fits the sun's departing beam 
Look'd on the fading yellow woods 
That wav'd o'er Lugar's winding stream : 
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Beneath a craigy steep, a Bard, 
Laden with years and meikle pain, 

In loud lament bewail'd his lord. 
Whom death had all untimely ta'en. 

He leaned him to an ancient aik. 

Whose trunk was mould*ring down with 
years; 
His locks were bleached white with time. 

His hoary cheek was wet wi' tears ; 
And as he touched his trembliug harp. 

And as he tun*d his doleful sang, 
The winds, lamenting thro* their caves, 

To echo bore the notes alang. 

" Ye scattcr'd birds that faintly sing. 

The reliques of the vernal quire ! 
Ye woods that shed on a* the winds 

The honours of the aged year ! 
A few short months, and glad and gay. 

Again ye '11 charm the ear and e*e ; 
But nocht in all revolving time 

Can gladness bring again to me. 

" I am a bending aged tree. 
That long has stood the wind and- rain ; 
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But now has come a cruel blast. 
And my last bold of eartb is gane : 

Nae leaf o' mine shall greet the spring, 
Nae simmer sun exalt my bloom ; 

Bat I maun lie before the storm. 
And ithers plant them in mj room. 

" I 've seen sae mony changefu' years. 

On earth I am a stranger grown ; 
I wander in the ways of men, 

Alike unknowing and unknown ; 
Unheard, unpitied, unreliev*d, 

I bear alane my lade o' care. 
For silent, low, on beds of dust. 

Lie a' that would my sorrows share. 

*' And last (the sum of a' my griefs !) 

My noble master lies in clay ; 
The flow'r amang our barons bold, 

His country's pride, his country's stay : 
In weary being now I pine. 

For a' the life of life is dead. 
And hope has left my aged ken. 

On forward wing for ever fled. 
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" Awake thy last sad voice, my barp ! 

The voice of woe and wild despair ! 
Awake, resound thy latest lay. 

Then sleep in silence evermair ! 
And thou, my last, best, only friend. 

That fillest an untimely tomb. 
Accept this tribute from the Bard 

Thou brought from fortune's mirkest gloom. 

" In Poverty's low barren vale 

Thick mists, obscure, involved me round ; 
Though oft I tum'd the wistful eye. 

No ray of fame was to be found : 
Thou found'st me, like the morning sun 

That melts the fogs in limpid air. 
The friendless Bard, and rustic song, 

Became aUke tliy fostering care. 

" Oh I why has worth so short a date ? 

While villains ripen gray with time 
Must thou, the noble, gen'rous, great. 

Fall in bold manhood's hardy prime ? 
Why did I live to see that day — 

A day to me so full of woe ? 

Digitized by Google 



78 FAVORITB POEMS. 

Oh ! bad I met the mortal shaft 
Which laid my benefactor low I 



*' The bridegroom may forget the bride 

Was made his wedded wife yestreen; 
The monarch may forget the crown 

That on his head an hour has been ; 
Tlie mother may foi^t the child 

That smiles sae sweetly on her knee ; 
But I *11 remember thee, Glencaim, 

And a' that thou hast done for me ! ** 



DUNCAN GBAT. 



UNCAN GRAY came here to woo. 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't, 
' On bly the yule night when we were fou, 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 
Maggie coost her head fu' high, 
Look'd asklent and uuco skeigh, 
Gart poor Duncan stand abeigh ; 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 
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Duncan fleecbVl, and Duncan praj'd; 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Meg was deaf as Ailsa Craig, 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Duncan sigh'd baith out and in, 
Grat his een baith bleer't and blin', 
Spak 0* lowpin o'er a linn ; 

Ha, ha, &c. 

Time and chance are but a tide. 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Slighted love is sair lo bide, 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Shall I, like a fool, quoth he. 
For a haughty hizzie die ? 
She may gae to — France for me ! 

Ha, ha, &c. 

How it comes let doctors tell. 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Meg grew sick — as he grew well. 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Something in her bosom wrings. 
For relief a sigh she brings ; 
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And O, her een, they spak sic things I 
Ha, ha, &c. 



Duncan was a lad o' grace. 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Maggie 's was a piteous ease, 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Duncan conld na be her dea|.h. 
Swelling pity smoor'd his wrath ; 
Now they 're crouse and cantie baitli, 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 



I IiOVE MT JBAK. 



P a' the airts the wind can blaw, 
I dearly like the west. 
For there the bonnie lassie lives. 
The lassie I lo'e best ; 
There wild woods grow, and rivers row. 

And monie a hill between ; 
By day and night my fancy's flight 
Is ever wi' my Jean. 
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I see her in the dewy flowers, 

I see her sweet and fair; 
I hear her in the tunefu' birds, 

I hear her charm the air : 
There 's not a bonnie flower that springs 

By fountain, shaw, or green ; 
There 's not a bonnie bird that sings. 

But minds me o' my Jean. 



JOHN ANDERSON, M7 JO. 



OHN ANDERSON, my jo, John, 

When we were first acquent, 
Your locks were like the raven. 
Your bonnie brow was brent ; 
But now your brow is held, John, 

Your locks are like the snaw ; 
But blessings on your frosty pow, 
John Anderson, my jo. 

John Anderson, my jo, John, 
We clamb the hill thegither; 

And monie a canty day, John, 
We 've had wi* an^ anither : 
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Now we maun totter down, John, 
But band in hand we '11 go. 

And sleep thegither at the foot, 
John Anderson, my jo. 



THE BANKS O' DOON. 



banks and braes o' bonnie Boon, 
How can ye bloom sae fresh and 
fair! 

How can ye chant, ye little birds, 
An' I sae weary, fu* o* care I 

Thou 'It break my heart, thou warbling bird. 
That wantons' thro' the flowering thorn : 

Thou minds me o' departed joys, 
Departed — never to return. 

Thou 'It break my heart, thou bonnie bird. 

That sings beside thy mate ; 
Por sae I sat, and sae I sang. 

And wist na o' my fate. 

Aft hae I rov'd by bonnie Doon, 
To see the rose and woodbine twine ; 
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And ilka bird sang o' its luve, 
And fondly sae did I o' mine. 

Wi* lightsome heart I pu'd a rose, 
Fu' sweet upon its thorny tree ; 

And my fause luver stole my rose, 
But ah ! he left the thorn wi* me. 



85 



AFTON WATER. 



ir«wcM|LOW gently, sweet Afton, among thy 
green braes, 
Flow gently, I '11 sing thee a song in 
thy praise ; 
My Mary 's asleep by thy murmuring stream, , 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her 
dream. 



Thou stock-dove whose echo resounds thro' 

the glen, k 

Ye wild whistling blackbirds in yon thorny 

den. 



,y Google 



86 FAVORITE POEMS. 

Thou green-crested lapwing, thy screaming for- 

bear, 
I charge you disturb not my slumbering fair. 

How lofty, sweet Afton, thy neiglibourmg hills, 
Par mark'd with the courses of clear, winding 

rills. 
There daily I wander as noon rises high, 
My flocks and my Mary's sweet cot in my eye. 

How pleasant thy banks and green valleys 

below. 
Where wild in the woodlands the primroses 

blow ; 
There oft as mild ev'ning weeps over the lea, 
The sweet>scented birk shades my Mary and 

me. 

Thy crystal stream, Afton, how lovely it glides. 
And winds by the cot where my Mary resides : 
How wanton thy waters her snowy feet lave. 
As gathering sweet flow'rets she stems thy 
clear wave. 

riow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green 
braes. 
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Flow gently, sweet river, the theme of my 

lays; 
My Mary *8 asleep by thy murmuring stream, 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her 

dream. 



A BSD, BED B08E. 

MY luve 's like a red, red rose 

That 's newly sprung in June : 
0, my luve *s like the melodie 



That 's sweetly play'd in tune. 

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass. 

So deep in luve am I : 
And I will luve thee still, my dear. 

Till a' the seas gang dry. 

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear. 
And the rocks melt wi' the sun : 

I will luve thee still, my dear. 
While the sands o' life shall run. 
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And fare thee weel, my only luve ! 

And fare thee weel awhile ! 
And I will come again, my luve, 

Tho* it were ten thousand mile. 



A VISION. 

S I stood by yon roofless tower. 
Where the wa' -flower scents the dewy 
air. 

Where the howlet mourns in her ivy bower. 
And tells the midnight moon her care; 

The winds were laid, the air was still. 
The st-ars they shot alang the sky ; 

The fox was howling on the hill. 
And the distant-echoing glens reply. 

The stream, adown its haz'Uy path. 
Was rushing by the ruin'd wa'. 

Hasting to join the sweeping Nith, 
Wliase distant roarings swell and fa*. 
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Tlie cauld blue north was streaming forth 
Her lights, wi' hissing, eerie din ; 

Athort the lift they start and shift, 
Like fortune's favours, tint as win. 

By heedless chance I tum'd mine eyes, 
And, by the moonbeam, shook to see 

A stern and stalwart ghaist arise, 
Attir*d as minstrels wont to be. 

Had I a statue been o' stane. 
His darin look had daunted me ; 

And on his bonnet grav'd was plain 
The sacred posy — Libertie ! 

And frae his harp sic strains did flow. 
Might rouse the slumbering dead to hear ; 

But 0, it was a tale of woe, 
As ever met a Briton's ear I 

He sang wi' joy his former day. 
He weeping waiPd his latter times ; 

But what he said it was nae play ; - 
I winna venture *t in my rhymes. 
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PAREWELIi TO NANCY. 

E fond kiss, and then we sever ! 
Ae fareweel, alas, for ever I 
Deep in heart- wrung tears I '11 pledge 
thee! 
Warring sighs and groans I *11 wage thee. 
Who shall say that Fortune grieves him, 
WhDe the star of hope she leaves him ? 
Me, nae cheerfu' twinkle lights me ; 
Dark despair around benights me. 

I '11 ne'er blame my partial fancy, 
Naething could resist my Nancy ; 
But to see her, was to love her; 
Love but her, and love for ever. 
Had we never lov'd sae kindly. 
Had we never lov*d sae blindly. 
Never met — or never parted, 
We had ne'er been broken-hearted ! 

Fare thee weel, thou first and fairest ! 
Fare thee weel, thou best and dearest ! 
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Tliine be ilka joy and treasure, 

Peace, enjoyment, love, and pleasure. 

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever ; 

Ae fareweel, alas, for ^er I 

Deep in heart-wrung tears I '11 pledge thee. 

Warring sighs and groans I '11 trage thee. 



JOHN BABI.E7COBN. 

A BALLAD. 



HEKE were three Kings into the east, 

Three Kings both great and high ; 
An' they hae sworn a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn should die. 

They took a plough and plough'd him down. 

Put clods upon his head ; 
An' they hae sworn a solemn oath 

John Barleycorn was dead. 

But the cheerful Spring came kindly on. 

And showers began to fall ; 
John Barleycorn got up again. 

And sore surprised them all. 
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The sultry suns of Summer came. 
And he grew thick and strong. 

His head weel arm*d wi' pointed spears. 
That no one shyuld him wrong. 

The sober Autumn enter'd mild. 
When he grew wan and pale ; 

His bending joints and drooping head 
Show'd he began to fail. 

His color sicken'd more and more. 

He faded into age ; 
And then his enemies began 

To show their deadly rage. 

They 've ta'en a weapon, long and sharp. 

And cut him by the knee; 
Then tied bim fast upon a cart. 

Like a rogue for forgerie. 

They laid him down upon Iiis back. 

And cudgeFd him full sore ; 
They hung him up before the storm. 

And tum*d him o'er and o'er. 

They filled up a darksome pit 
With water to the brim, 
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Tbey heaved in John Barleycorn, 
There let him sink or swim. 

They laid him out upon the floor. 

To work him farther woe ; 
And still, as signs of life appeared. 

They toss'd him to and fro. 

They wasted, o'er a scorching flame, 

The marrow of his bones ; 
But a miller us*d him worst of all. 

For he crushed him 'tween two stones. 

And they hae ta'en his very heart's blood, 
And drank it round and round ; 

And still the more and more they drank, 
Tbeir joy did more abound. 

John Barleycorn was a hero bold. 

Of noble enterprise ; 
Eor if you do but taste his blood, 

'T will make your courage rise ; 

'T will make a man forget his woe ; 

'T will heighten all his joy : 
'T will make the widow's heart to sing, 

Tho' the tear were in her eye. 
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Then let us toast John Barleycorn, 
Each man a glass in hand ; 

And may Ids great posterity 
Ne'er fail in old Scotland ! 



GBSEN GBOW THE BASHES. 

HERE 's nought but care on ev'ry han*. 
In ev'ry hour that passes, O ; 
What signifies tlie life o' man. 
An' 't were na for the lasses, O. 



Green grow the rashes, ; 

Green grow the rashes, O ; 
The sweetest hours that e'er I spent, 

Were spent amang the lasses, O ! 

The warly race may riches chase. 
An' riches still may fly them, O ; 

An' tho' at last they catch them fast. 
Their hearts can ne'er eujoy them, O. 
Green grow, &c. 
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But gie me a canny hour at e'en, 

My arms about my dearie, ; 
Au' warly cares, an' warly men. 

May a' gae tapsalteerie, O ! 
Green grow, &c. 

For you sae douse, ye sneer at this. 
Ye 're nought but senseless asses, O ; 

The wisest man the warl* e'er saw. 
He dearly lov'd the lasses, 0. 
Green grow, &c. 

Auld Nature swears, the lovely dears 
Her noblest work she classes, ; 

Her 'prentice han' she tried on man. 
An' then she made the lasses, O. 
Green grow, &c. 



HIQHIiAND MABT. 



E banks, and braes, and streams around 
The castle o' Montgomery, 
Green be your woods, and fair your 
flowers, 
Your waters never drumlie ! 
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There simmer first unfald her robes. 

And there the langest tarry; 
For tliere I took the last fareweel 

0' my sweet Highland Mary. 

How sweetly bloom 'd tlie gay green tirk. 

How rich the hawthorn's blossom, 
As underneath their fragrant shade, 

I clasp'd her to my bosom ! 
The golden hours, on angel wings, 

Elew o*er me and my dearie ; 
Eor dear to me, as light and life. 

Was my sweet Highland Mary. 

Wi' monie a vow, and lock'd embrace. 

Our parting was fu' tender ; 
And, pledging aft to meet again. 

We tore oursels asunder ; 
But oh ! fell death's untimely frost. 

That nipt my flower sae early ! 
Now green 's the sod, and cauld 's the clay. 

That wraps my Highland Mary ! 

pale, pale now, those rosy lips, 
I aft hae kiss*d sae fondly ! 
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And closed for aye the sparkling glance, 

That dwelt on me sae kindly ! 
And mould'ring now in silent dust, 

That heart that lo'ed me dearly ! 
But still within my bosom's core 

Shall live my Highland Mary. 



AUIiD IiANQ S7NE. 



HOULB auld acquaintance be forgot, 
And never brought to min' ? 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 
And days o' lang syne ? 



Por auld lang syne, my dear. 

For auld lang syne. 
We '11 tak a cup o' kindness yet. 

For auld lang syne. 

We twa hae run about the braes. 
And pu'd the gowans fine ; 
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But we 've wander'd mony a weary foot 
Sin auld lang syiie. 
For auld, &c. 

We twa hae paidl't i' tlie bam. 

From nioniin sun till dine ; 
But seas between us braid bae roar'd 

Sin auld lang syne. 
For auld, &c. 

And bere 's a band, my trusty fiere. 

And gie 's a band o' tbiue ; 
And we '11 tak a rigbt guid willie-waugbt, 

For auld lang syne. 
For auld, &c. 

And surely ye '11 be your pint-stowp. 

And surely I '11 be mine ; 
And we '11 tak a cup o' kindness yet 

For auld lang syne. 
For auld, &c. 
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BANNOCKBUBN. 

BOBEET BRUG£'S ADDRESS TO HIS ARMY. 



COTS, wba hae wi' Wallace bled, 
Scots, wham Bruce lias aften led ; 
Welcome to your gory bed. 
Or to glorious victorie. 

Now 's the day, and now 's the hour, 
. See the front o* battle lour : 
See approach proud Edward's pow'r — 
Edward ! chains and slaverie ! 

Wha will be a traitor knave ? 
Wha can fill a coward's grave P 
Wha sae base as be a slave ? 
Traitor ! coward ! turn and flee ! 

Wha for Scotland's King and law 
Freedom's sword will strongly draw, 
Freeman stand, or freeman fa' ? 
Caledonian ! on wi' me ! 
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By Oppression's woes and pains ! 
By your sons in servile chains. 
We will drain our dearest veins. 
But they shall — they shall be free 1 

Lay the proud usurpers low ! 
Tyrants fall in every foe ! 
Liberty *8 in every blow ! 
Forward ! let us do, or die ! 



FOB A' THAT AND A' THAT. 



S there, for honest poverty. 
That hangs his head, and a' that ? 
^ The coward-slave, we pass him by. 
We dare be poor for a' that ! 
For a' that, and a' that. 

Our toils obscure, and a' that ; 
The rank is but the guinea stamp ; 
The man 's the gowd for a' that. 

What tho* on hamely fare we dine, 
Wear hodden-gray, and a' tha^ ; 
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Gie fools tlieir silks, and knaves their wine, 
A man 's a man, for a' that. 
For a' that, and a' that. 

Their tinsel show, and a' that : 
The honest man, tho* e'er sae poor. 
Is King o' men for a' that. 

Ye see yon birkie, ca'd a lord, 

Wha stmts, and stares, and a* that ; 
Tho' hundreds worship at his word. 
He 's but a coof for a' that : 
For a* that, and a* that. 

His riband, star, and a' that. 
The man of independent mind, 
He looks and laughs at a' that. 

A prince can mak a belted knight, 

A marquis, duke, and a' that ; 
But an honest man 's aboon his might, 
Guid faith, he mauna fa' that ! 
Eor a' that, and a' that. 

Their dignities, and a' that. 
The pith o' sense, and pride o' worth. 
Are higher ranks than a' that. 
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Tlien let us praj that come it may. 

As come it will for a' that ; 
That sense and worth, o*er a* the earth. 
May bear the gree, and a* that ; 
For a' that, and a' that. 

It 's coming yet, for a' that ; 

That man to man, the warld o*er. 

Shall brothers be for a' that. 



MABY MOBISON. 



MARY, at thy window be I 
It is the wishM, the trysted hour 1 
Those smiles and glances let me see 
That mak the miser's treasure poor : 
How blithely wad I bide the stoure, 

A weary slave frae sun to sun, 
Could I the rich reward secure. 
The lovely Mary Morison. 

Yestreen wlrcn to the trembling string 
The dance gaed through the lighted ha'. 

To tliee my fancy took its wing, — 
I sat, but neither heard nor saw : 
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TO MARY IN HEAVEN. 103 

Though this was fair, and that was braw. 
And yon the toast of a' the town, 

I sigh'd, and said amang them a', 
" Ye are na Mary Morison.*' 

Mary, canst thou wreck his peace 

Wha for thy sake wad gladly dee ? 
Or canst thou break that heart of his, 

Whase only faut is loving thee P 
If love for love thou wilt na gie. 

At least be pity to me shown ; 
A thought ungentle canua be 

The thought o' Mary Morison. 



TO MABY IN HEAVEK. 



HOU lingering star, with lessening ray. 
That lov*st to greet the early morn, 
^^^—^ Again thou usher'st in the day 

My Mary from my soul was torn. 
Mary- ! dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest P 
Seest thou thy lover lowly laid P 
. Hcar^st thou the groans that rend his breast? 
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Tliat sacred hour can I forget ? 

Can I forget the hallow*d grove. 
Where by the winding Ayr we met. 

To live one day of parting love ? 
Eternity will not efface 

Those records dear of transports past ; 
Thy image at our last embrace ; 

Ah ! little thought we 't was our last ! 

Ayr gurgling kiss'd his pebbled shore. 

Overhung with wild woods, thick'ning green ; 
The fragrant birch, and hawthorn hoar, 

TwinM am'rous round the raptur'd scene. 
The flowers sprang wanton to be prest. 

The birds sang love on ev*ry spray, — 
Till too, too soon, the glowing west 

Proclaimed the speed of winged day. 

Still o'er these scenes my mem*ry wakes. 

And fondly broods with miser care ! 
Time but th' impression deeper makes. 

As streams their channels deeper wear. 
My Mary, dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy blissful place of rest P 
Scest thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast? 
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COMING THBOUGH THE BYE. 



pjOMING through the rye, poor body. 
Coming through tlie rye. 
She draiglet a* her petticoatie, 



Coming through the rye. 
Jenny 's a' wat, poor body, 

Jenny *s seldom dry ; 
She draiglet a* her petticoatie. 

Coming through the rye. 

Gin a body meet a body 

Coming through the rye ; 
Gin a body kiss a body — 

Need a body cry P 
Gin a body meet a body 

Coming tlirough the glen, 
Gin a body kiss a body — 

Need the world ken ? 
Jenny 's a' wat, poor body ; 

Jenny 's seldom dry ; 
She draiglet a' her petticoatie. 

Coming through the rye. 
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HEY, THE DUSTY MIXJiSB. 

i]EY, the dusty miller, 
Aud his dusty coat ; 
He will win a shilling. 
Or he spend a groat. 
Dusty was the coat. 

Dusty was the colour. 
Dusty was the kbs. 
That I got frae from the miller. 

Hey, tlie dusty miller. 
And his dusty sack ; 
Leeze me on the calling 
Fills the dusty peck, 
rills the dusty peck. 

Brings the dusty siller ; 
I wad gie my coatie 
For the dusty miller. 



Cambridge : Prioted by Welch, Bigelow, & Co. 
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THE VEST-POCKET SERIES. 
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THE VEST-POCKET SERIES. 



" Osgood's ' Vest-Pocket Series ' deserve the heartiest apprecia- 
tion, and will doubtless receive it. They are small, dainty, sightly, 
and — rarest quality of small books — Icijiblc. The type is as larjje 
as the largest used in the 'Christian Union," and yet, by an excusa- 
ble disregard of the traditional width of margin, each little page 
contains a g'reat deal of reading-matter. We hope the series will 
be enlarged as long as good material exists with which to extend it. 
Generally a book is companionable in exact ratio with its unobtru- 
siveness, and the faculty it has for being always with us. A traveller 
without trunk or valise might carry a dozen of these little books 
without disarranging his pockets, and be sure of that literary en- 
joyment which the stores of train-boy or railway-station news-agent 
never afford." — Tht Christian Union, 



" These tiny books are not made by means of fine type atid 
flimsy {).iper. The paper is heavy and firm, and the type is won- 
derfully clear and legible. In fact, it looks large. These beautiful 
little books mu.st be accorded rank as the gold dollars of the cur- 
rency of elegant letters. Yet they cost but fifty cents apiece ! " — 
CoHgregationalist (Jioston). 



JAMES R. OSGOOD & CO., 

Publishers, Boston. 
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" For pocket volumes, to be carried about on journeys and read j 
by snatches, to be taken to the country or seashore in sunnner, or j 
to be read by the fireside in winter, these httle books satisfy all i 
the rccjuirements of convenient size, attractive exterior, and in- 
trinsic interest and value." — /?c7j/<7« Journal. 



" Volumes of such dainty shape that one might suppose them \ 
ordered for the inhabitants of I^iliput. Queen Mab could be 

fancied wisely perusing such fairy-like tomes, as she lazily lounges | 

in a white lily's hollow." — Chicaf^o Tribune. \ 



" We have rarely seen anything more exquisite in the shape of 
miniature editions of authors than the 'Vest- Pocket Series.'" — 
AVtw y'ori Eveninff Mail. 

"The most attractive of all the new books of the season." — 
Louisville Courier-yournal. 
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